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Betting in sports 


This story is fiction. | mean no harm to anyone involved or mentioned. 


Note: This is just something | came up with tonight 


"Germany or Russia?" Tanya asked. She was barefoot, wearing jeans with one knee ripped out and a dark blue 
hoodie. In her hand was a notebook, a pen and a very-full cup of coffee. Her appearance made her look much 


younger than she truly was. 
"Hmm?" Rudolf murmured as he glanced up from his own notebook, unsure of what she was talking about. 


"Germany or Russia. Who do you think will win tonight?" She grabbed the remote and turned on the soccer 


game before plopping down next to Rudolf and scooting closer to him. 


Rudolf put away his notebook, knowing there would be plenty of time to work on songs later. He'd wanted to 


watch the soccer game anyway and Tanya coming into the room was a great excuse to set his notebook aside. 


"Hey can you pause this really quick?" 

"What, you got to pee or something? Old man, always gotta pee," Tanya smirked at him. Sometimes the 35- 
year difference between them made for funny conversations. It wasn't that the big age gap bothered them, it 
just made life funny sometimes. 

Rudolf excused himself to go to the kitchen to make snacks. "Just wait, you'll be old too one day!" 


"No | won't. Not going to happen!" Tanya yelled back 


‘Oh yes, it will. Just wait. I'm willing to bet I'll be around when you turn 10, and then | will laugh at you. We will 
be in the rursing home and | will remind you of what you said," Rudolf laughed. 


"You want to bet?" she asked as she turned to him. 
"On whether you live to 10 or not?" 

"No, on who wins the game 

"Okay, fine. I'll bet on Germany. You want to bet on Russia lm guessing?" he wondered out loud. 


"Yep! l'm going to win too, and then you'll have to dress like a girl tomorrow," Tanya stated. "Skirt and makeup. 


Everything. | might have a wig around somewhere too. I'll have to dig around." 


"Why do you need a wig? Your hair looks like a Halloween wig all year round" Rudolf knew he'd set himself up 
for that one as he dodged a playful smack. "And what if | win? If | win, hmm. How about if | win, you have to 
come out onstage at the start of the next concert and tell the fans how much you like the smell of sweaty 
socks? | know how much you like to roll around in my dirty stinky socks." 


"You're so weird," Tanya laughed. "You're on. You're weird, but you're on. Have fun dressing up in my clothes all 


day tomorrow." 


| might be weird but at least | don't like to sniff dirty socks. Okay, let's start the game." Rudolf reached for 


the remote. 


The game seemed to go quickly, with one poking the other every time their particular team scored. Snacks 
disappeared quickly as well as they both grabbed handfuls of popcorn. By the end of the game, nearly all the 


couch pillows were on the floor along with an empty popcorn bowl. But Russia had won the game. 


They cleaned up the mess together before Tanya ran off to prepare Rudolf's punishment. He grabbed his 
notebook and went back to writing music, putting his ‘punishment’ out of his mind. He'd nearly forgotten about 


it after several minutes when his phone started ringing. Klaus was calling, asking for the band to come 


together for an emergency meeting. Klaus didn't say what the emergency was, only that the band needed to 
meet that night. 


Finally Tanya came back into the room. She now carried a skirt, blouse, purse and makeup, not to mention 
shoes Rudolf thought looked more like torture devices than shoes. 


"Do | really have to do this? | need to get to an emergency band meeting tonight,” Rudolf pleaded. 


"Yes. It won't take long to get all this on," Tanya murmured. She was already applying foundation and eye 
shadow to his face. 


Minutes later, after she determined he was ready to go, he ran out to the car. He was in too much of a 


hurry to see what he actually looked like before driving to Klaus' house. 


The hysterical laughter and clapping that greeted him when he got to the meeting told him all he needed to 


know. 


